"We will do all that we can to keep the toxins at bay, " he said. "In the best scenario, you can go on living for a few more years, but you will never be able to leave the confines of a hospital. Most likely, though, the sepsis will advance to a fatal stage in a matter of weeks. "
A matter of weeks. The words echoed through my head over and over, as the room began to spin. I was beginning to wonder what I would do with my remaining time when Dr Pei said a cure had been developed recently.
"What? You said that sepsis was fatal. " "Yes, but there are certain ways to, ahh, cheat death. " Dr Pei paused. I felt a shiver travel down my spine.
"There's a human cloning company in St Louis, " the doctor said. "Officially, their intent is to offer homosexual or infertile couples the chance to have a genetically identical child. But I know a geneticist there, and they have done cloning to isolate and alter DNA to get rid of diseasecausing genes. Combined with accelerated growth, BioClone can produce for you the organs necessary to escape the fatalities of sepsis. "
And with those words, silence fell over the room as I stared at Dr Pei; him at me. Did he just suggest that I clone myself and harvest the organs?
I asked him what would happen to the clone, once the organs were retrieved.
He told me that I already knew the answer to this question.
Like I said, I'm not a religious man, and I'm pro-choice, but the thought of a creating clone, a living, breathing body identical to me, and then killing it so that I could live a long, healthy life … it felt soulless. "I will give you BioClone's number, and the name of my friend, " Dr Pei finally said. "Tell him that I sent you, and he will help you from there. " The doctor smiled sadly as he handed me a slip of paper. "The choice, however, is yours. " As soon as he finished speaking, the door slid open again, and Annie's face appeared before me. Her puffy eyes were red, her mascara smeared. But the way she looked at me, that hopeless stare that I knew would haunt me to death and beyond, I realized that this choice I had to make, it would not be for me alone. Could I compromise my morals to save Annie from the pain that my death would cause? This is my story, and my existence is my answer.
Since the diagnosis of sepsis, I have got quite used to life here at the hospital. The nurses are always friendly to me, and the "I'm a dying man" excuse never fails to get me the last cookie on the plate or the TV channel I want to watch.
Outside the window, snow is floating down from the sky, melting the moment the flakes hit the ground. The sight is beautiful nevertheless.
I turn and, moving the blood pressure monitor, look over at Annie, asleep on the couch. A small smile touches her lips as she adjusts her position under the blanket.
I cannot tear my eyes away, and I cannot stop smiling myself.
They say that death makes a man realize things he has never fathomed before. Now I know that my balance scale is not at all a battle between my sins and my morals. My balance scale is a perfect parity of death and time.
Death is the limit, the end, and it is there so that I can make the most of this space of time, from the moment I am born to the moment I draw my last breath.
I don't need to prolong the inevitable, for I have made my life beautiful with love. And love is a weight that nothing in this world can balance.
■
This story was born thanks to the beautiful brain of Shelly's best friend. When Shelly is not picking thoughts out of others' heads, she can be found at www.shelly-li.com.
